Rownes of Gold w'th Gemmsbefer ar: vain , 
H eavenly Crowne3 of Content are only Gainz : 


; A ſhadow is the throne this wor'd affords, 
K iches and Hanour are but weighs wich Cords : 


oading the Princes ſhoulders, who then bare, 
E achcommon trouble call's for them ro ſhare : 


45 oul therefore let thy Mediation, 
| g Oar higher for a Habitation : 


JT reaſure up Good's where neither Moch nor Rift , 
| 1 ndervalue things that turn to duſt) 


A re able to corrupt, that ſo thy heart, 
[A ifing above the highth of mans deferr, 
T- ryumphing may releaſed be of ſmart, 


** Hh 24 


I!l Arrs Chaſt Rule we do approve, 
And all things ſeek to win by Love; 


We muſt all miſeries endure, 
Nor: Goods nor Lands nor Lives ſecrre : 


Can we expect, when each day brings, 
New Changes, with new Stfterings : 


{| Wherefore call in, and him Enthrown,, 
| Who only can lay Claim roth' Crown : 


Let not the Towring minds of men,. 
Inſuſc for private intereſts then: 


Burt Tribute give, to whom 'ris due, 
That {6 God Bleſſing may enſue : 


Leaſt he o'return, o'return, o'return , 
And many Townes and Cities Burn : 


| And waſt the Nation to perform, 
His word which ſhall nor be forlorn : 


| Who hath ic promiſed co give, 
To whom 'tis due as be doth lives 


Arts Chaſt Rule. 


| | An £ nagram and Actoltick on 
CHARLES STVART 
KING 


Theyeſore his Word do ro: withitandy 


; Bur tO ir's Right refiore the Land 4 
"By which a Parka Jemmay find, 
| When to Repentance ye're inclin'd : 


' That ſoin peace your days may end , 
Which in this world God doth youlend, 


We Engliſh men are worſe then «£ſops Foggy, 
We call'd thoſe Tyrant Kings which were but Loggs | 


For when both Peace and plenty fil'd our Nation, 
We not content cry out for Reformation : 


Jove ſent us Storks who in ſhort rime devour, 
One hundred thouſand Narives by their Power : 


This friks us to the heart, and we berhink, 


How to repair our Chains, broak Linck from Linck : 


We try a Parliament which doth not pleaſe, 
We make of them a Rump, and yet not ceaſe : 


We reform our Generall to a ProreQor, 
Who turn'd our Rumps and play'd the gallant HeRox 1 


He Parliaments did call, and they did come, 


; He curn'd them our and left an empty Room + 
' Till ove call'd him aſid: by a grear Wind, 


Whe lefc us all co grope like thoſe ace blind : 


' For when his Son did rake the Royall Throne, 


We cry'd a Log, a Log, and thre htm down : 


We call'd th: Rumps againe we had before, 
Who by a Cipher were turn'd our of doors : 


A Safe Commuttee then did rule the Roaſt 
Of which we have no reaſon for to boaſt : 


Our Rumpdid Worm them our, and far againe, 
Till rwice they Roaſte4 were which work'c theirbaine 


Ar laſt the Parliament of forcy-eight, 
began to fit inth' Houſe in former State : 


Ar their refitnng all the Bells did Ring, 
Much moye t1ey will when that we have a King, 


FINTS, 
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